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Hollow Years 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction and doesn\'t have 


a thing in the world to do with any real live human beans. No profit made, no harm intended. 


Title and song lyrics shamelessly copped from Dream 


Theatre. They rock. 


\'Once the stone you\'re crawling under is lifted off your shoulders, once the cloud that\'s raining over your 
head disappears, the noise that you\'ll hear is the crashing down of hollow years.\" 


James pours the coffee and hopes that it's black enough and hot enough and strong enough to stop the 
shaking in his hands. Spares a minute to reflect on the irony of being able to afford eighty-year-old scotch 
and yet he can't drink it for lots of reasons that have nothing to do with money. 


Glances up at the clock on the kitchen wall..again. He can't decide whether he wishes time would speed up or 


stand still. 


He's been home from rehab for a few days now. Long enough to learn all over again how to get up in the 
morning and go through his day without uniformed sitters leading him around. Counseling him. Protecting him 
from himself and his addictions. Guarding him. 


Fucking *watching® him. 


People have been by. Glad to see him home. Wishing him well. Even wanting to exchange rehab horror tales, 
but James can't quite bring himself to do that. He's working very hard to keep those memories locked up in 


the little box he's built for them in a dark corner of his mind. 


These well-wishers are mostly sincere, and he has a feeling that Lars will keep away anyone who'd come 
through morbid curiosity, or to say "I told you so". To sneer at the man who's spent so many years putting 
down the weaknesses of others. Placing himself above them. 


The Mighty Fucking Hetfield. 


He feels the vague nausea that flows over him now whenever he hears that name. Kind of wishes he'd never 
hear it again, but, then, it does serve to remind him of just how far he's fallen, so his counselor would 


probably say it's a good thing. 
Fucker. 


He sits now in his too quiet kitchen, listening to the clock ticking away the minutes. The dog's been fed and 

walked. The house is clean enough to please Martha fucking Stewart. He's worked on lyrics and cooked a dinner 
he didn't want and read the paper and watched the news and written some shit in the journal his therapist is 
making him keep, something nice and bland and pleasant, so they'll think he's sane and handling things real well 


Even his coffee is gone now, and there's really no getting around it, he's just run out of excuses. Remembers 
all the nasty things he's had to learn lately about repression and its consequences, and figures the only way to 
get this over with is to get it the fuck *over*® with. 


wvunu 


At least The Beast is still the same. Still treats him the same, still revs up like a motherfucker when he 
presses the gas pedal to the floor, still vibrates and rumbles and roars and makes enough noise to drown out 


the panicky thoughts that keep trying to make him turn around and head back into the house. 


He'll go through with this, because the future of the band depends on it. And, because he knows he'll never 
have any goddamned peace of mind till it's done. 


And, because Kirk deserves it. 


He owes it to Kirk, for all the years, for all the shit.god, the *shit®, that he's put him through. And, because, 


Kirk's the only one who *hasn't® been to see him and, how telling is *that*? 


When he first went into rehab, Kirk was there a lot. Bringing him books, playing cards, sitting out under the 
trees swapping guitar licks. Just. There. 


Until James had started to get better. Straighter. More sober. 


That's when the silences began to fill up their time together. When things got harder to say, because, of 
course, you never actually talk about the things that are real. When even eye contact was something to be 


avoided at all costs. So, the better James got, the less Kirk came around. 


James knows he can't make up for twenty years of using Kirk as his punching bag. Figuratively and fucking 
*literally* his punching bag. But, he knows now why he did it, has finally admitted it to himself. 


He thinks that was a hell of a lot easier than it's going to be to admit it to Kirk. 


NNNNNN NINN 


Palms sweating a little and slipping along the steering wheel. Nervous feeling low in his belly and he blames it on 


all the coffee. 
James wonders when in the hell he'll ever feel in control of things again 


He tells himself this isn't really a big-assed deal anyway, he's just gonna lay it out for Kirk, tell him what he 
needs to tell him, and get the fuck out. It doesn't really matter whether Kirk accepts it or not, or likes it or 
not.whatever the fuck.,just, James will have done his thing, said his speech, and they can just move the fuck 


on. 


He sits in the truck, outside Kirk's gates, for fifteen minutes, till he gets the shaking under control. Can't 


remember ever wanting a drink this fucking bad. 


NNN NINN 


He punches in the code and the heavy iron gates slide open soundlessly. The house looks more than a little 
gothic, haunting in the growing darkness, and James laughs, short and sharp and too loud, and thinks he could 


probably handle it better if Count Dracula would answer the door instead of Kirk. 
But, of course, James has never done God any favors, so he can't expect that He'll cut him any slack tonight. 
Rings the bell and wishes he was somewhere else. Anywhere else. Hears the dog barking, the dog that's never 


liked him. The dog that ‘s always so protective of Kirk, and so James kind of understands why she'd want to 
chew his leg off. 


Doesn't have time to think of anything else before the door is opened and, god, he'd thought he was ready to 
do this, but , then, he's been practicing on the Kirk in his mind, the one he's always seen through bourbon- 
colored glasses. The one who always, always just did what James told him to do. 


This Kirk is real. Real and two feet in front of him and looking surprised to see him and more than a little bit 


wary. 
James shoves his hands into his jeans pockets, mostly to hide the tremors he still has trouble controlling. 
"Hey." Wonders when his grasp of the English language disappeared on him. 


Darla saves the day by growling like a motherfucker and Kirk hushes her. She goes quiet, but James knows 
she'll just bide her time and snack on his ankle another day. 


Kirk smiles at him, apologizing, sorry, sorry, you know how she is, and the ice is broken He looks up at James 
and starts to speak, but James doesn't want to hear the excuses for not coming by to see him. Just knowing 
that Kirk has to *make* excuses hurts. 


Gestures dismissively and asks if he can come in. 


"Sure, of course." Kirk steps back, opening the door to him, while Darla gives him the evil eye and slinks away 


towards the back of the house. 


Kirk offers coffee and, even though that's the last thing James wants, he accepts and follows Kirk to the 
kitchen. He's always loved this room, always so spotless and full of sun. Spanish tiles on the floor and James 
flashes on memories of walking barefoot across it in the summertime. Being comfortable here. Cookouts and 
band meetings and jam sessions and beerfests and times when things were so fucking much easier. Then, 


remembers that he was mostly drunk then, and maybe things had only seemed easier. 

Leans back against the counter and watches Kirk fuss with the coffeemaker. He's dressed in a ribbed, white 
undershirt and loose black slacks. Hair down and 

James remembers how, of all of them, Kirk had been uncomfortable with short hair. Had said he felt too 


naked, too exposed. Now, James knows what he was talking about. 


Barefoot, he moves around the kitchen with a grace that James has always envied. Being around Kirk 


sometimes makes him feel big and clumsy. 


Coffee cup in hand, he moves to take a seat on one of the stools at the counter. Three feet of Italian marble 


between them and James feels like it's the Grand fucking Canyon. Kirk sips his tea and looks uneasy. 
"Kirk, I'm sorry.’ 


Well, at least he's gone from uneasy to confused, and James is stupidly pleased with himself. Hell, he'll take his 


progress in little doses, its better than nothing. 


Kirk smiles, unused to apologies from anyone, James most of all. "I don't think you owe me an apology for 


anything, but whatever it is, its okay." 


And, James hears the hesitant tone of Kirk's voice, the careful, careful words, and his anger erupts before he 
can stop it. White hot and surging. Fist banging on the countertop, rattling the cups and making Kirk jump and 
begin to back away. 


James doesn't mean to hurt, not again, not ever again, but he can't let him get away, can't let him get one 
goddamned inch further away from him, so he catches his wrist in a grip made strong by countless hours 


spent in the gym at rehab. 


Drags him closer and steels himself against the fear in those black, black eyes and, Jesus, this is all wrong, 
but he has to make him understand, has to make him just fucking *listen*. 


Frustration and the overriding need to do this right battle it out, clawing at his insides. 


Feels Kirk's pulse beating frantically underneath his fingertips and fights to lower his voice, tries to gentle him. 
Takes a deep breath and eases his grip just a bit. 


"Don't. Jesus. Please, just stop being so fucking *careful® with me, okay? " 


He's rewarded with a slight nod from Kirk, a flicker of something in his eyes. Less apprehension and maybe a 


cautious waiting, and James is willing to go with that. 


So, he begins. And, once that happens, once he's able to start down that road, he just never looks back, never 
slows down, somehow knows that he'd better finish while he's got his momentum, because he can never be at 


this place again, it's shit or get off the fucking pot. 


Underneath the gaze of those patient, dark eyes, he comes clean, bares his soul, makes his confession Speaks 
of regret for so, so many things, things that make him shudder even now. Years of bullying and derision and 


false contempt and feigned disrespect. 


Lets go of Kirk's arm when he has to get up and pace the floor in order to get it all said. Talks until he's 
hoarse and the adrenalin is gone and the kitchen is in shadows. Until the only thing left to confess is the denial. 
Years of denial and hiding and, that's the worst, oh, yeah, the thing that started it all. Because, if he'd only 
been stronger, only been a little less afraid, only faced what he really felt for Kirk, then, maybe all the rest 
wouldn't have had to happen. 


Talks until he's weak and shaking and, just, god, naked. There's nothing more, not one single thing left to say and, 
its funny, but he's never gotten this far in his mind, when he's rehearsed coming here. Doesn't know what the 


fuck he's supposed to do now. 


James slides a hand through his hair and risks a look at Kirk, who's remained silent throughout. Silent and 
hugging the kitchen counter like it's an anchor that'll save him from drowning. Knuckles almost white with the 


strain of holding on and face wet with tears and James wishes he'd yell or hit him or break something. 


NNNNNNNN NNN 


Doesn't know whether to move towards Kirk or head for the door, but the decision is made for him when he 


finds himself with his back against the wall and black eyes snapping fury only inches from his face. 
"You son of a bitch." 


Words low and mean and full of disbelief and righteous anger and a bone-deep hurt that James closes his eyes 


against. 


"Shut the *fuck* up, James. " 


Fingers wrapped around his biceps with a strength that surprises James. But, that's not the reason he's not 


fighting back. Not just shoving Kirk away. 
He's trapped. Paralyzed by, god, so many things. Shame and sheer fucking exhaustion from carrying this shit 


around inside him for so goddamned long, and, maybe most of all, the realization that all his pretty apologies 


may not be able to fix this, and that's the most terrifying thing of all 


Dark eyes fever bright now, tremors in his voice and James doesn't have time to react before Kirk's on him, 


pressing him back into the wall. 


Kissing him with all the anger and pain he's got in him. Hard, bruising kiss that forces James’ mouth open, kiss 
that doesn't let up until James tastes blood, #just* until he starts to fight for breath. 


Broken kiss now, and he's gasping and swallows a grunt of pain when Kirk's teeth close hard over the skin of 


his throat. 
"Is this what you want, James?" 
Whisper of rage, wet and hot against his ear. 


"You've got it all figured out now, *you're* ready, *you* say it's okay, *you* want To walk into *my* house, 


after all this.. after..fuck..*every* goddamned thing and just. Just." 

James hears, hears the words and more, and tries to move away, just to get the fuck away, but can't move 
when Kirk's thigh pushes between his legs, when Kirk's tongue scalds across his throat. Hisses in pain when 
fingernails drag deep furrows down his sides. Couldn't move if his life depended on it. Wants to never move 
again. 

"Let's just see how sorry you are, James. " 

Hand cupping the front of his jeans and, god, he's hard as hell and how fucked-up is that? 

"Kirk..no...” 

"Shut *up*! You're through talking, you bastard. Now, it's my turn" 

Shirt rucked up and Kirk's hands a shocking heat against his skin in the air-conditioned room, his mouth open, 
dragging wet over his chest and James wants this so bad, so fucking bad, and thrusts against Kirk's thigh, 
frantic and clumsy. 

Painful moan when teeth close over his nipple, knife-edged heaven, and James goes still. 


Words hum along his skin. "Tell me, James." 


And, James has said all the words already, but this is different, this is the real fucking thing, this is when he 
has to say it and mean it and he hates Kirk for making him do it and thanks fuck that he's *letting* him do it. 


"Kirk. 1." 


Feels Kirk go still against him, so still and tight and barely breathing and just fucking *waiting* and James 
wonders how he ever could have thought that Kirk was the weak one. 


Raises his hands to Kirk's hair, doesn't care if he feels them shaking, just holds his head, makes Kirk look up at 
him. 


No more hiding. 
"Kirk. | want you. | #need* you." 


Kirk's eyes close and James kisses him, light and hesitant and testing and as close to a prayer as he's ever 


likely to get. 


"Please." 


Quiet, quiet seconds and James can't breathe, until Kirk sighs and leans into him, wraps his arms around 
James’ waist and touches his lips to the base of James’ throat. 


James holds him close and tight, rubbing circles on his back until the tremors stop, until all the fight's gone 
out of him. 


"Jesus, James." Lifts his head, bumping James’ chin, exasperation and something else on his face. "You only 
ever had to ask" 


James' chest tightens, too much feeling, he'll lock it up inside and keep it, take it out when he's by himself and 
maybe just live off it. Who the fuck needs food and water after they find this. 


Knows he's wearing a grin that's way too fucking dopey to suit James Fucking Hetfield, and doesn’t give a shit. 


"lim asking, Kwirk" 


And, James much prefers this Kirk, without the anger and the hurt, the Kirk who slides his body up against 
him, slow and teasing and hotter than all fuck. He thinks he'll do pretty much anything to keep this Kirk 


Kisses again, but not hurting this time, Kirk's tongue soothing the cut on his lip, licking, coaxing his mouth open, 
mapping inside, staking his claim. Quick flicker of tongue, tasting mint from the tea, tasting like everything good 


James has ever wanted in his life. 


Kisses that bring on an urgency that makes skin-to-skin an imperative, that sends shirts flying to the dark 


corners of the kitchen. Kisses that Kirk spreads across James’ chest, making him arch and moan and make 
fucking deny in the light of day. 


Slow slide down the wall, tiles of the floor cold against his back. Tangled limbs, urgent thrusting of hips, and 


James feels like he can't get close enough, groans and rides the knee Kirk's got shoved between his legs. 


Kirk, warm and strong and solid against him, lean muscles moving underneath his hands, and why the fuck had 
he ever, ever thought he couldn't, shouldn't do this, because nothing in his long, fucked-up life has ever felt 
this right. 


That thought and all others shoved right the fuck out of his head when Kirk raises up on his knees and looks 
down at him. Wild hair and golden skin, eyes half closed, watching James and wanting him, wanting *him*. 


"Get your pants off 


*Fuck*. James blinks and he's gone, rattling around in one of the cabinets and James scrambles to get out of 
his jeans, and it's hard, because he's so fucking hard, hands clumsy, but finally, *finally® it's done and, yeah, 
it's a little surreal to be sitting naked on Kirk's kitchen floor, but then the floor's owner is back, standing in 


front of him. Naked and hard and James has had dreams about this. 


Reaches out and touches the flames that are inked up Kirk's thighs, flames that would tempt an angel, and is 
almost surprised when they don't actually burn him. 


Wants to touch, wants to *taste*, fuck, and then feels strong, slender fingers close around the nape of his 
neck, easing him forward until he does taste, and, god, it's good, it's so fucking good, he never knew, never 


imagined this much good. 


Kirk soft and hard and heavy on his tongue. Sweet and salty and James thinks he's not cured after all, he's 


found a brand new addiction, and fuck rehab. 


Sucks and licks and isn't sure he's doing this right, but hears Kirk groan and feels the hand on his neck tighten 
a little, so, just, he'll worry about technique when he can fucking think again 


Hand in his hair, tugging him back and away and James might start to panic, but Kirk is pushing him back down 


on the floor, spreading his legs, kneeling between them. 


Kirk's a little breathless and James has a second to feel pleased with himself before fingers are wrapped 
around his cock and he's pushing up into Kirk's hand with a moan that sounds just fucking pitiful and he doesn't 


even give a good goddamn. 


Mysterious little smile his only warning before Kirk dips his head and James is pretty sure he's going blind. Hot 
and wet and sucking and *fuck*, he thinks he'll just live on this kitchen floor for the rest of his days, which 
might not be too long, anyway, at the rate his heart is pounding. 


He's just about at the end of his rope when Kirk pulls off, gives his dick a last long lick and then straightens up 
and, before James can react, slips a finger inside him. Holds James with a look and a slow in and out massage 


until James moves past ncomfortable and is on the brink of begging. 


More fingers, warm and wet with what smells suspiciously like olive oil and James has an almost hysterical 
urge to laugh until Kirk crooks his fingers and James jumps and shudders and, he's pretty sure, yells 
something about Jesus Christ and all his Saints. 


Before he can recover, Kirk's there, right the fuck there, lined up and pushing in and white hot pain and 

burning and he grinds his teeth and tries to close his eyes, but Kirk's talking to him, calling him, look at me, 
James, it's okay, baby, ssshhh, hold on, and so, so still until it's not so much pain as filled and full and then 
inching into him and James goes from trying to get away to wondering how the fuck he ever lived without 


this. 


Finally, finally able to catch Kirk's rhythm and pushing back against him and, Jesus, just looking at Kirk is 
making him hard again. Reared up over him, chest shining with sweat, hot and wild and hungry and pushing, god, 


fucking into him over and over. 


James feels the floor under him getting sweat slicked and now he's got a whole new memory to keep about 
these tiles, one to blow all the others out of the fucking water. 


Feels Kirk's hand on his cock, marking time with his thrusts, and, frantic whispers in the dark, come on, that's 
it, baby, come for me James and its over, fucking over, he's coming so hard he sees stars, sees everything 
and nothing and Kirk's shoving into him and calling his name, broken plea, and James wraps his legs around him 
and pulls him in and feels him come inside him, hot and filling him up and, James can feel every pulse. Long 
sweet minutes and then Kirk's pulling out and James catches him, lowers him down to the floor beside him, 


wraps him up, puts a hand on his chest just to feel his heart beating, strong and fast and sure and his. 
Moves a little and Kirk moans a protest, throwing a leg over his to keep him there. James pushes the hair 
away from his face, kisses his temple and decides that spending the night on the floor will work just fine, as 
long as Kirk is warm and sleep heavy and wrapped around him, satisfied. 


Knows he's through running, because he's finally found his cure. 


Finis 


Sandi 


